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Editorial 
"0 for a forty-parson power!" 
-Byron, "Don Juan," Canto X, St. 34. 
An editorial is usually a sermon; all editors are inveterate 
preachers. Perhaps it is a reaction to the strain of keeping an 
ear intent on tone, an eye mindful of form-and a hand ready 
with pencil. They have to strike a balance in their minds 
between form, tone and reason; they are confronted, all at once, 
with many people's opinions, earnest, forthright and hetero­
geneous; they resolve in themselves and they preach. 
A former editor of "Galmahra" wrote: "In the past 'Gal­
mahra' has been published-sometimes mainly from habit. And 
it has always been rather a collection than what it should and 
might be, an anthology.... When it is an anthology-that is to 
say, something with a central aim and theme, and some claim 
to permanence-it will need an apologia no more than letters 
in general." 
If it can be said about this issue that is is a collection of 
literature which represents student consciousness and conscience, 
and that its commentaries are wise and accurate, as far as com­
prehension and limited experience allow, we can be satisfied that 
"Galmahra" is a success. It would then be a "spokesman" of 
some significance, expressing, perhaps, many opinions, but ad­
vancing through that conflict of thought towards coherence. You 
must judge as you read whether this magazine is such a 
collection. 
A literary publication is valuable when it is a record of 
current intellectual activity. Can we say that "Galmahra" is 
representative of the University students; or is it filled with the 
efforts of a few dozen thinking souls, lone voices amongst the 
many dumb? For that matter we may ask whether University 
students are truly representative of educated youth. If "Gal­
mahra" is to have this "claim to permanence", it must surely 
disclose what youth is thinking. Now we cannot be wise beyond 
our years. We may have wit, but our wisdom is tempered by 
our imperfect knowledge. Yet though our conclusions may be 
rash, there is need for no apologia as long as we are willing to 
be rational in discussion. "Galmahra" should stand for the 
whole study body; and one would expect the student body to be 
the nucleus of educated youth. That is an "aim" for which to 
strive. 
As a "central theme" tolerance would be perfect-but 
enough of this-"Galmahra" 1945 is published. You must decide 
whether it is provocative and original. There is poetry and 
prose, some factual, some imaginative; much about the sombre 
iweetn~ss of death, the dark agonies of love, and the ugliness of 
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life. We have been criticised in the past for our lack of humour. 
It is easy to see why in the last few years serious topics have 
largely exceeded the frivolous in number. We are living in one 
of those periods when a multitude of problems, shelved for years, 
cry out for solution. Men start to think earnestly. Humour in 
wartime-the kind that people in Britain displayed and men 
in the field everywhere-is usually what Leacock called "brave 
defiance of adverse fate". Humour is an essential quality; it 
should be a.t hand to ward off stolidity, but it functions best in 
less urgent times. 
I have made these comments not as a "regretful acknowledg­
ment of an offence", but as an explanation of the function of 
"Galmahra." It makes no claim to literary pre-eminence, though 
that should be its goal. It stands as our "spokesman" who will 
be coherent and representative only when we have all un­
gummed our minds. 
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The Essence of Poetry 
It is strange that we should be so hesitant in defining poetry 
when most people are sure that they recognise it as soon as it 
is found. Perhaps the truth is that the man with beauty in his 
soul becomes filled with rapturous emotion when he sees beauty 
in external things, or finds the expression of the beauty that 
lives in a kindred spirit. 
One artist said that poetry is "the most beautiful way of 
saying anything". Although we all cannot reach this ideal in 
expression, those who are so fortunate as to have a flicker of 
the Divine spark can strive towards perfection; and those who 
lack the heavenly gift can learn to appreciate the loveliness of 
the perfect expression of glorious thoughts. 
However, we must be careful to avoid the mistake of laying 
too much stress on "the way of saying", by taking heed of the 
over-emphasis on form made by such an eminent critic as 
Matthew Arnold. This distinguished writer informs us that 
poetry is "simply the most delightful and perfect form of utter­
ance that human words can reach". Certainly, we cannot fully 
appreciate the beauty of a great poem unless we pay attention 
to the skill of the poet in the structure of the verse, the rhythm, 
and the music of the words; but of even greater importance is 
the message the poet wishes to convey to us. 
Unless the poet had some really great thought for humanity, 
and was driven by the desire to express this in the most artistic 
way, he could never hope to gain immortality by his literary 
labours. It is true that a handful of antiquarians might tend 
the flame at his shrine, but the people, who are the ultimate 
judges, would know that he lacked essential nobleness. 
Wordsworth could never have written true poetry if he 
had followed the principle so sincerely advocated by him when 
he said that: 
"I do not doubt that it may be safely affirmed that there 
neither is, nor can be, any essential difference between the 
language of prose and metrical composition. We are fond of 
tracing the resemblance between poetry and painting, and, ac­
cordingly, we call them sisters; but where shall we find bonds 
of connexion sufficiently strict to typify the affinity between 
metrical and prose composition? If it be affirmed that rhyme 
and metrical arrangement of themselves constitute a distinction 
which overturns what I have been saying on the strict affinity 
of metrical language with that of prose, and paves the way for 
other artificial distinctions which the mind voluntarily admits, 
I answer that the la.nguage of such poetry as I am recommending 
is, as far as is possible, a selection of the language really spoken 
by men; that this selection, wherever it is made with true taste 
and feeling, will of itself form a distinction far greater than 
would at first be imagined, and will entirely separate the corn-
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position from the vulgarity and meanness of ordinary life; and 
if metre be superadded thereto, I believe that a dissimilitude 
will be produced altogether sufficient for the gratification of a 
rational mind. What other distinction would we have? Whence 
is it to come? And where is to exist?" 
'I'he excesses of the imitators of Pope were uppermost in his 
mind when our poet penned this indictment against rhetoric 
and unreality; but in his revolt from these he gave us a 
description of poetry too simple and definite to do justice to 
the mystical complexity of the subject. Wordsworth at his best 
was too great a poet to strive for effect by mechanical means and 
constant polish. The emotional tinge to his mind coloured all 
his thoughts so that an unconscious selectivity of words was 
carried out to give us his many felicitious phrases. 
There is certainly affinity between good poetry and good 
prose as we may readily see from a study of the works of 
Joseph Mazzini. The Italian seer penetrates the very founda­
tions of society and civilisation and gives us a design for living, 
when with charming sincerity he tells us, "I love you too well 
either to flatter your passions or caress the golden dreams by 
which others seek to gain your favour. My voice may sound 
too harsh, and I may too severely insist on proclaiming the 
necessity of virtue and sacrifice, but I know well, and you will 
soon know also, that the sole origin of every right is in a duty 
fulfilled." In these sentences of prose, so near to poetry, the 
transcendental nobleness of the sentiment is fittingly couched 
in sublime language with a purity of diction which serves to 
enhance the graceful harmony of the music. 
With this thought fresh in our minds, we find it hard to 
reconcile the opinion of John Keats as expressed in "Lamia": 
"Do not all charms fly 
At the mere touch of cold philosophy?" 
Keats, however, had the novel idea that poetry existed for its 
own sake, and as a worshipper of absolute beauty he stood apart 
from the other romanticists. An artist as sensitive as Keats 
would have felt great pleasure on reading the following passage 
from Shakespeare's "Julius Caesar": 
"Let me have men about me that are fat; 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o'nights: 
Yond' Cassius hath a lean and hungry look; 
He thinks too much: such men are dangerous." 
But the pleasure felt would have been destroyed forever, if 
he had alighted on such a paraphrase as that made by Thouless 
in the terminology of Kretschmer: "Let me be surrounded by 
pyknics. Cassius is of asthenic physical type, and, therefore of 
schizothymic character, possibly paranoid." 
Shakespeare would not be unduly perturbed by such a 
highly artificial and incomprehensible translation of his simple 
and appealing description of Cassius: his genius was character-
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ised by his ability to see into "the heart of things," and thus to 
distinguish the fundamental from the superficial. 
One of the simplest and most effective ways of finding the 
essence of poetry is a study of the works of this greatest of all 
Englishmen. Every emotiori, every shade of thought and 
feeling has received its most artistic treatment at the hands of 
"the bard of Avon." An expression of patriotism which has been 
an inspiration to our countrymen for centuries is contained in 
John of Gaunt's denunciation of Richard II. The simplicity and 
fervency of the sentiment rivals that of Pericles' eulogy of 
Athens, and it is with a glow of pleasure that we find yet another 
literary bond between two countries which have so much in 
common. With what ease we can picture the audience in the 
"Globe" rising in a body and lustily cheering as aged Gaunt 
passionately tells York of the scandal that has sullied the name 
of: 
"This royal throne of kings, this sceptered isle, 
T,his earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradise; 
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England" ... ! 
The charm of this beautiful speech lies partly in the 
familiarity of the language which nevertheless is immeasurably 
superior to the ordinary words of every-day life. This, perhaps, 
is what Wordsworth meant when he stressed the similarity be­
tween the language of poetry and the language of prose. 
Coleridge, also, is aware of the subtle distinction, and his 
"Rime of The Ancient Mariner" provides numerous instances of 
the poet's innate skill in choosing the most vivid words to express 
his thoughts. The prosaic fact of the becalming of the ship 
becomes a gem of incomparable beauty when he depicts how: 
''Day after day, day after day, 
We stuck nor breath nor motion: 
As idLe as a painted ship 
Upon a painted ocean." 
Milton held that there were three requirements essential to 
poetry-it must be "simple, sensuous, and passionate." His 
belief that it was not a medium fit for the expression of philo­
sophic contemplations was akin to that later expressed by Keats. 
Milton thought that poetry should appeal to our understanding 
by pictures which made a direct and simple call on the senses. 
Thus, the poet lifted by his imagination and guided by his keen 
insight rises above the paths trodden by other men. He catches 
a glimpse of the celestial beauty which permeates all things, and 
then conveys to us by the magic of his language a vision of 
the wonders beyond our ken. 
No other poet has succeeeded in giving all his conceptions so 
sublime and majestic an utterance. The oft-quoted line from 
the "Nativity Ode," "The trumpet spake not to the armed 
throng," was but a harbinger announcing the glorious heights 
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1ater to be reached by him. A man of deep moral worth and 
sterling character he fully appreciated the infinite variety of life 
because he knew the grandeur of passion restrained but not 
tramelled. No finer tribute can be given him than that penned 
by Dr. Johnson: "His natural port is gigantic loftiness." 
Milton's considered opinion of the position of poetry with 
regard to philosophy is not in accord with that expressed by 
Sir Philip Sidney, who recalls that "Thales, Empedocles, and 
Parmenides sange their naturale Philosophie in verses . . . . or 
rather, they being Poets, dyd exercise their delightful vaine in 
those points of highest knowledge which before them lay hid to Jthe world." Sidney permits the name of "poetry" to cover a 
wider field than would be allowed by most critics, and he de­
clares a great charge to the poet-no less than that of education 
in its widest sense. 
Our author describes poetry as "an Art of Imitation, of which 
there are three kinds-first, sacred poetry; second, philosophical 
poetry; and third, poetry in the strict sense of the Greek term." 
His third division is the one to which we more generally limit 
the term, and he differs from us in including certain types of 
prose in the class of poetry. With commendable insight and 
delightful humour he tells us that "indeede the greatest part of 
Poets have apparelled their poeticall inventions in that 
numbrous kinde of writing which is called verse, indeed but 
apparelled, verse being but an ornament and no cause to 
Poetry, sith there have beene many most excellent Poets that 
never versified, and now swarme many versifiers that neede 
never answere to the name of Poets." 
Wide though the field of the poet may be, his task is greater, 
for he is the chief teacher of virtue. It is easy to reconcile this 
precept with modern opinions, since contemporary critics assert 
that "all poetry is praising." This, of course, is apparent in 
lyrical poetry and religious hymns, and it requires but a little 
contemplation to see that even satirical and vituperative poetry 
is praising something. The poet denounces the iniquities of the 
world or the morsel of fame clutched by some sycophantic 
lover of glory, in order that he may show by contrast the 
paltriness of the things themselves. 
In an early age we find in Hesiod praise of the bounty of the 
Earth, and condemnation of the injustice of brother to brother. 
Virgil's didactic poem, the "Georgics," although interspersed 
with conventional praise for Augustus, who is to become a 
constellation after death, contains sincere reverence for J ove 
who gives so abundantly to man. 
It is rarely, however, that didactic verse ascends to the high 
level of poetry. Sidney assigns to poetry the noble art of 
teaching, but he scoffs at the notion of calling every "versifier" 
a poet. Poetry instructs in a field becoming its dignity: "while 
Philosophy gives precepts and History gives examples", "Poetry 
gives perfect pictures of Virtue which are far more effective 
Page 8 
than the mere definitions of Philosophy" and "more philosophic 
and studiously written than History." 
The reader who is familiar with the plays of our greatest 
dramatists may lose some of his respect for Sidney when he 
finds that the author disapproves of that mixture of tragedy and 
comedy which we find so acceptable. But we must assign all 
things to their correct time and place before we can give due 
appreciation to the thoughts of another age. The claim for the 
so-called Aristotelian Unities and the cry for pure drama were 
considered a reasonable demand. The excesses of the early 
playwrights had caused cultured men to despair of rescuing 
drama from the depths of degradation to which it had fallen, 
and it was not possible for them to foresee the rise of such a 
dramatist as Marlowe who was soon to be eclipsed by Shakes­
peare. 
Thus, if we carefully examine the plays of the period prior 
to 1579 we may well come to the conclusion that "having indeede 
no right comedy, in that comicall part of our Tragedy we have 
nothing but scurrility, unworthy of any chast eares, or some 
extreme show of doltishness, indeed fit to lift up a loude 
laughter, and nothing els: where the whole tract of a comedy 
shoulde be full of delight, as the tragedy shoulde be still main­
tained in a well raised admiration". 
While Sidney bewailed England's dearth of majestic poets, 
Edmund Spenser was engaged in giving the world "The Shep­
herd's Calendar". Now, the defender could proudly answer, 
"This is poetry." English poetic genius had slumbered since the 
days of Chaucer. It awoke refreshed and invigorated, and as 
each succeeding poet surpassed the glories of his predecessor a 
wealth of poetry was amassed which was worthy to provide 
aesthetic enjoyment for the youth Shakespeare. 
Spenser's greatest contribution to English literature is his 
allegorical poem, "Faery Queene". Fascinated by the beauty of 
Chaucer's diction he chose the language which was dying out, 
and, free as he is from any just accusation of writing in an 
obsolete dialect, in selecting his words and phrases he ever 
looked backwards rather than forwards. The archaic expres­
sions enhance the appeal of the poem by giving it an ethereal 
quality which adds charm and dignity and the atmosphere of an 
old-world rose-ga-rden. The conflict of religious beliefs which 
is the basis of one allegory, though sometimes extravagant, is 
impressive by its sincerity and fervent appeal for a return to 
the spirit of Christianity and for a revolt from the lip-service 
and regalia which had taken its place. 
Spenser excels in personification, and by his skilful use of 
rhythm and magical power over music he succeeds in painting 
pictures which live in the momory with lingering grace and 
beauty. The description of the place where Morpheus sleeps 
shows us Spenser's lyrical verse at its best. Mistily, as in a 
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dream, we see Morpheus "drowned deepe in drowsie fit" taking 
heed of nothing, 
"And more, to lulle him in his slumber soft, 
A trickling streame from high rock tumbling downe, 
And ever-drizling raine upon the loft, 
Mixt with a murmuring winde, much like the sowne 
Of swarming bees, did cast him in a swoune: 
No other noyse, nor peoples troublous cryes, 
As still are wont t' annoy the walled towne, 
\ Might there be heard: but careless quiet lyes, 
Wrapt in eternall silence farre from enemyes." 
The innate morality and deep religious feeling of Spenser 
find expression not only in the underlying allegory, but also, 
and more effectively, in the reflections which intersperse the 
poem. In the "Areopagitica", Milton does not hesitate to call 
him "a better teacher than Scotus or Aquinas". The obscurities 
of the philosophical precepts of these scholastic leaders are in 
sharp contrast with the unpretentious simplicity of Spenser's 
advice. The attitude the lover should show towards his beloved 
is expressed in "The Firste Booke" with beauty, dignity, and the 
tranquil assurance of truth: 
"Young knight whatever that dost armes professe 
And through long labours huntest after fame, 
Beware of fraud, beware of ficklenesse, 
In choice and change of thy deare loved dame, 
Lest thou of her believe too lightly blame, 
And rash misweening doe thy hart remove: 
For unto knight there is no greater shame, 
Then Zightnesse and inconstancie in love; 
That doth this Redcrosse knights ensample plainly prove." 
Even to his contemporaries Spenser's style seemed to be too 
antique, and the youthful writers were too enthusiastic over the 
present to be concerned with his attempt to immortalize the 
past. Englishmen were awaking to the realisation that a 
glorious future lay ahead of their country. Fresh discoveries in 
·every sphere were inclining men's thoughts to more pressing 
questions than the revival of a language which was fast becoming 
obsolete. Thus, it is not surprising to find that a little later 
Ben Jonson's comment that Spenser "writ no language" did not 
·excite any strong protest. 
While men of culture and learning were busy experimenting 
with new metres and foreign forms there arose a young man 
·destined to give a new meaning to poetry: Christopher Marlowe, 
who made blank verse the greatest dramatic vehicle, opened 
-up a new world of beauty with the irresistible power of his 
poetic genius. "Tamburlaine" was essentially a play of action, 
.and though the "great and thundering speech" and "high 
,astounding terms" were in place, it was not free from "the 
·swelling bombast of braggart blank verse". Even in this early 
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play we see ample evidence of the poetic skill of the youth who 
finds words to praise. 
"Zenocrate, lovelier than the Love of Jove, 
Brighter than is the silver Rhodope, 
Fairer than whitest snow on Scythian hills." 
The promise given here was fulfilled in "Hero and Leander", 
which, unfortunately, remains as a fragment. Leander's plea 
against the hardness of his love is spoken with fervent passion: 
"Love! Hero then, and be not tyrannous, 
But heal the heart that thou hast wounded thus, 
Nor stain your youthful years with avarice, 
Fair fools delight to be accounted nice. 
The richest corn dies if it be not reapt, 
Beauty alone is lost too warily kept." 
While he lived Marlowe was forever seeking adventure and 
love. But in his later works there is at times a quietness and 
restraint which is lacking in the fervour of his more youthful 
poems. "Dr. Faustus", particularly in the last scene, shows us 
the great loss we have sustained by the untimely death of this 
dramatic genius. 
In the restraint exercised by writers who have out-lived 
their boyish enthusiasm we find a key to the understanding 
of poetry which has been described by Wordsworth as "passion 
recollected in tranquillity". The mood of a moment may be 
expressed by a poet in a brief lyric, but if he is a great poet, the 
mood will linger in his mind until it finds satisfaction in a longer 
reflective poem which is to the short "what a symphony of 
Beethoven is to a prelude of Chopin". Although we return 
to the short poem again and again for its very lightness and 
ease, for a more profound and enduring effect it is to the longer 
poem that we must go. 
Wordsworth reaches his grandest heights in his longer 
poems such as "Tintern Abbey", and in the "Immortality Ode" 
he gives us a revelation of life itself. The following stanza of 
exquisite lovliness sums of his philosophy of childhood and is an 
"epitome of the gladness and beauty of the world". 
"Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 
The soul that rises with us, our life's star, 
Hath had elsewhere its setting 
And cometh from afar: 
Not in entire forgetfulness 
And not in utter nakedness, 
But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home." 
The lingering grace and haunting melody of this reminds 
us that the poet is one who has "embraced beauty and brought 
forth immortal progeny", and if we are fortunate enough to be 
able to appreciate his vision, then we know the meaning of 
poetry. 
CLYDE F. F AIRLEIGH. 
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From Big Smoke to LiHie Smoke 
And so it was, perforce, there being no other, I had to take 
the 1.5 p.m. train from Sydney, arriving at Armidale at 3.30 
approx. next morning. Of course, there was the lady in the 
carriage who told us most of her family history and solicited 
that of her fellow passengers, complete with destinations and 
other details. I became all close and restrained my native 
chatter to become monosyllabic at all her attempts. Her re­
actions were interesting to watch. 
A dawn patrol of the silent town for a couple of hours in the 
moonlight-the wrong end of the night to be romantic, but 
educational I suppose. Squatted on the verandah settee until 
my friend's household awoke at 6 a.m. Morning tea, breakfast 
and gossip, while red roses peeped in at the sitting room window 
with the waking day. Armidale's roses should be set to verse. 
A visit to the Teachers' Training College across the road­
it stands all astride the hilltop and dominates this interesting 
town. External architecture a bit institutional, but inside 
mighty good. A liberal collection of art in corridor and lecture 
room, various rooms for various branches of the teaching art, a 
period furniture room with lovely bits of china, silver and glass. 
Large assembly hall theatre-a bit bare methought; but a 
glorious library, green-carpeted top to toe, cool green curtains, 
books au nature! in their bright paper covers, pictures, china, 
manuscripts. We glanced at some facsimiles of old hand printing 
-Solomon's Song, a portion from Mark's Gospel, and others­
such beautiful work. 
Very cultural surroundings for the future instructors of the 
young idea and something for teachers to look back to from the 
isolation of tin and weather board bush schools. My school­
master at Legume (more of whom anon) informs me that it's a 
bit of the glorified high school touch there, which is a pity if 
it's a fair commentary. If anybody needs initiative rather than 
a crammed formula for teaching, it is the prospective bush 
schoolman. 
I declined an invitation to stay the night to see a Shaw 
play at N.E.G.S. The apparel of a hitcher and a N.E.G.S. all 
Shavian are rather much in the nature of incompatible. 
So my roadrags and my lean limbs I address to the open road 
at 12.30 p.m. this bright Tuesday. A sturdy farmer's car and a 
few miles further on we go. He wishes it were more-the 
thought I echo, dear sir, and bless your kind heart. Outwardly 
I wish him a Merry Christmas. 
An hour's wait, a psalm or two from the sweet singer of 
Israel for encouragement, and a big Studebaker over the hill. 
My eyes gleamed at the luggage pile-up in the back seat. You 
soon get canny as to long distance or local cars. Three travellers 
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and rather a strange looking lot I thought. Nor was I happier 
when Mr. and Mrs. had beers and a quarrel outside an indiffer­
ent-looking hostelry at Guyra. Further acquaintance bettered 
first impressions and they proved rough diamonds. A worthy 
pick-up as we slid through the lovely New England country, 
place of wild roses in the hedgerows, white daisies in the field, 
poplar and plane tree, fat cattle and woolly sheep, cherries and 
berries and the keen upland air. Glen Innes, and on to Tenter­
field, and on along the border country to Legume, destination of 
my motoring allies. Bless Paddy Brennan's heart for a kind 
motorist; 160 miles in an afternon in one car is good hitching; 3~ 
miles from the border now. 
Supper with the local schoolmaster, the shelter of whose 
schoolhouse was gladly given. I declined the kind offer of a 
paliasse on his verandah, as I wanted to be away with the larks. 
A bright soul and educated tones to his voice, all in the wilder­
ness there. You can't help admiring a man who weans the local 
young from hill-billy to Gilbert and Sullivan with the aid only 
of a portable gramophone. 
Next day, bright and early to the road after sleeping like a 
log on the floorboards. Two timber lorries to Woodenbong 
where I regaled my driver with lemonade and plum cake at • a 
cafe in this hamlet, deep buried in the tall trees. Smile with 
me at a waste paper tin on a post in this one-horse town, exhort­
ing the locals to keep their town tidy. Another five miles with 
a timber lorry which leaves me to lumber off into the bush, only 
a faint echo from its great diesel engine, far down the valley 
below to remind me of the solitudes of the border mountains 
and forest. Not such a long wait, and another of the same with 
a load of dressed timber for Rathdowney railhead gives low­
gear warning of its approach. Clothing rationing should not 
worry the driver's offsider, his dress being hat, one, very 
battered; shorts, 1 pair, very greasy; shoes, 1 pair, sand, very 
ancient. Noble soul puts me in the cabin and rides atop the 
load, all in the hot sun, with the remark, "Too hot in the cabin"! 
Hairpin bends, complicated gear changes (two levers), deep 
green forest, Mt. Lindsay's peak through the trees, 4000 feet 
into the sky, gatekeeper's wave at the border, down to the 
pasturelands, "Howdy" to the roadmaker, and we're at Rath­
downey, first town on the Queensland side, 26 miles from N.S.W. 
The day was exceeding hot, and the local cafe offered no 
fizz. The milk produced was chill, but its age was suspect I 
fear. 
Two good miles I walked beyond the town, and being of a 
great thirst, prepared to make tea. But no, the hum of a 
machine. I grabbed billy, tea, haversack, an' all and mounted 
my next chariot. A sooper-dooper-A.W.C. Personnel-Directorate­
only-done-1350-miles-Chrysler-Plymouth car. We floated the 18 
miles into Beaudesert, and my chaffeur was affable enough-had 
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come from Melbourne. Was going to Brisbane, but politely made 
an excuse of stopping to unload me at Beaudesert. Don't blame 
the man, the sleeves were nearly off my ancient khaki shirt. 
So with a Beaudesert fizz and a Beaudesert milk shake under 
mine belt, I hied me beyond the town, and, profiting by my recent 
experience, donned, for the remainder of the journey (but 4() 
miles left into Little Smoke) a shirt somewhat more intact. Two 
miles with a friendly farmer, a mile with an army truck, the 
lordly stares of American brass hats in a staff car as I 'ad the 
'ide to 'ail their 'ighnesses, and then, boy, a carnvoyee of 4 
Yankee trucks into the first of which I scrambled. 
I would recommend the back of an American truck for a 
rip-roaring ride, but not for the carriage of Dresden or duck­
eggs. Fifty-sixty miles per hour, no view port, starboard or 
ahead, seat all wood and steel. And then the 2nd passed the 
1st, and, of course, everyone knows the result. I soon learned 
to stay up at the bumps until safe to apply my person to the 
seat ~gain. Only diversion from the bitumen flying out beneath 
and behind is a gold crown on a black car flashing out of sight 
roun~ a passing going the other way as the Governor goes bush. 
Uncle Sam turned off at a side road, about a mile from 
Archerfield Aerodrome, and two miles from the tram. I imagined 
I'd have to walk it, for the road was lined with the gentlemen 
of America, all on the same racket. But no, a builder's lorry 
turns America down and gives Australia the wink, and Australia 
ain't slow to take the tip. 
Triumphant return to civilisation with crowbars, carpenters• 
kit, crosscut-saw, and workman's billy for company. Not to 
mention five honest tradesmen and an ancient lorry to do us~ 
service. 
And so to grey steel rails, grey tram cars, foreign legion 
tram conductors, the long tram tickets of the north, the curious. 
5 o'clockers, all dressed up and hot, staring at the lean apparition 
that changes trams at North Quay; dear old river and the ships. 
the shops at the corner, a familiar figure at the window pre­
paring tea (she doesn't hear me whistle for she doesn't expect 
me yet), and the gasp of astonishment as a long form fills the 
kitchen door..... 
It's great to be home. 
WANDERLUST. 
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''THE LAST OF THE SABRE..TOOTHS" 
R. GRADWELL. 
Skeleton of "Smilodon neogaeus" and restoration after the original by Ch rles R. Knight. 
Five hundred thousand years ago, in parts of North and South America, there 
roamed truly terrible cats. They were members of the genus Smilodo'll and belonged 
to the group of the now extinct sabre-toothed tigers, being the last of this race. They 
were the most spectacular of all cats yet evolved, but it was their remarkable specialisation 
that led to their downfall . 
In the tar pits of Rancho La Brea, in California, numerous skeletons of Smilodon 
have been found, and from these remains palaeontologists have been able to suggest 
the probable appearance and mode of life of the species. The most notable feature was 
the presence of long stabbing canine teeth (up to eight inches long), scimitar-like, with 
the posterior edges serrated . The lower jaw when wide open was almost at right angles 
to the upper, and contained a flange to serve as a guide for these teeth. Since it is 
small, palaeontologists have inferred that these carnivores killed by striking in much 
the same way as a snake. Such a development of the teeth was associated with preying 
on such thick-skinned animals as the mastodon and the elephant. In fact, the sabre­
toothed tigers became extinct at much the same time as the mastodons. In that period 
the smaller, swifter animals like horses and antelopes, were increasing in numbers. These 
animals had more chance to escape by speed of flight, since Smilodon killed by leaping 
suddenly onto his victim, rather than by giving chase. The extraordinary development 
of the canines may have led to the species' extermination, just as the excessive growth 
of the incisors of rodents can lock the jaws of some individuals, causing death by starvation. 
Smilodon was certainly the terror of its time, having been fiercer and stronger than 
the great contemporaneous lion, Felis atrox. Its toll of life must have been heavy, 
especially if, as many of its students believe, it killed for blood rather than for flesh, 
stabbing and slicing the jugular vein of its victims. 
Whereas the less specialised cats have persisted to the present day, this terrible 
creature became extinct, through its over-specialisation, at the close of the Pleistocene epoch. 
The moral of the tale is obvious. 
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The Dying Convict Speaks 
(PORT ARTHUR-1838.) 
Well, you have done your best, starved me, whipped me, and 
mocked-
The mocking was worst, God knows-
You tried, too, the solitary cell, the straight jacket and all of 
the dozen 
Other punishments reserved for those in need of "moral 
correction". 
What was your object? 
Ye fools, did you not know you would fail? 
Did you not know that I laughed at and heeded not 
Your "brotherly" efforts to "reform" me, 
Your "Christian" attempts to "save" me, 
Your considerate and humanitarian endeavours to make a better 
man of me? 
Did you not know that I knew, and saw through all the pretence, 
Saw you for what you were-saw you stripped bare to your 
souls, 
Your pitiful, pitiless souls? 
Did you not know that I knew you were hypocrites, 
That all you wanted was power, power to do what you liked 
To the poor devils under your charge; power, my friends, to 
reform criminals 
Sent to Van Diemans Land for their country's good. 
I knew, I saw it all, while you went on blindly 
"Reforming" me by the most devilish tortures you knew. 
Reform me? I laugh, I laugh you to scorn. 
Damage my body? ... You did. 
Starve me to waste away my strength? ... You did. 
Leave me in the dark to go mad? ... You did. 
Mad ... Am I mad? ... You think so, don't you? 
But it doubt it.... Mad.... 
Yes, mad with anger now that I see how you tried 
To break my spirit-to kill my soul. 
But you could not. You could not. I laugh in scorn. 
I mock you, as once you mocked me. Mock you, mock you, 
because 
So long as the grey waves crashed against the rocks of this 
island, 
So long as the sea gulls mewed around these grey walls, 
So long as the free wind of heaven blew from the sea in the 
night time, 
So long as the red glow of sunset shone through my window at 
evening, 
So long was my spirit unbreakable, 
So long was I inviolate. 
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For these things spoke to me of Nature, who is stronger than, 
Who, in all her severity, is kinder than men, 
Who, in all her terror, is fairer than men, 
Who, in all her waywardness, is juster than men.... 
And now you have taken them from me, 
And have shut me here in the dark, where I cannot see the 
sunset glow, 
Have shut me here in the heat, where I cannot feel the bracing 
winds, 
Have shut me here in the silence, where no sound of waves or 
gulls 
Can penetrate the hardness of the cold, grey stones, 
Nor pity penetrate your cold, grey hearts.... 
So-curse you-I die, for you have taken them from me, 
The wind and the gulls and the red of the sunset after-glow. 
You, being mere finite men, have taken from me the free gifts 
of the infinite God. 
No, you see nothing strange in that, for you have power; 
Oh yes, power to scourge me, power to starve me, power to ... 
KILL me.... 
Ah ... but never, never, NEVER, 
I tell you never, power to break ... 




What incense shall I offer up to thee, 
Capricious Muse? And with what sacred rite? 
What ceremonies are thy chief delight? 
What invocation of sweet harmony 
Will serve to woo thee, fair Calliope, 
That thou wouldst look on me with favoured sight; 
And in the silence of the lonely night, 
Descending, thou wouldst come and dwell with me? 
The trivial, the weak, 0 Muse divine, 
The tedious and vague will be no more. 
But nobly then shall strength, shall power, take birth, 
And valour brave and true. When thou art mine, 
As flows a mighty tide my words will pour 
In flood of splendid song, to drown the earth. 
E.J.H. 
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A Metaphysical Aspect of Relativity 
Philosophy since the time of Descartes has been dominated 
by the study of the ultimate reality of physical science investi­
gated by the experimental method. This "modern" interest in 
the nature of scientific reality replaces the main interest of the 
philosophy of the pre-Descartian period, which dealt with the 
origin and destiny of the soul and, more generally, with the 
relation of man to God. 
Many people to-day agree that metaphysics should have a 
place in the hierarchy of the sciences, but interpret the 
Aristotelian definition, "... that which follows or comes after 
physics," as indicative of a dark, unknowable region, surrounding 
the clear zone of positive scientific knowledge, about which we 
may speculate but will discern nothing concrete. According to 
this view the objects of metaphysics are not objects about which 
there can be knowledge in the scientific sense; that is, they are 
not amenable to the experimental method. Such a misconcep­
tion simply ignores the scientific tradition, as we shall show by 
considering the principle of Relativity. 
Modern science in all its ramifications is the result of the 
formulation and adoption of the experimental method; but this 
method is not inherently rational; it depends on metaphysical 
concepts, and its rationality can be established only by meta­
physical principles. To contrast the experimental method with 
the concepts on which it depends, to describe one as a realm of 
positive scientific knowledge and the other as a realm of un­
knowability, is philosophically absurd. 
The "Principle of Relativity" follows directly from the 
application of the experimental method, and the question of its 
validity depends on our confidence in the metaphysical concept 
of reality, which is the basis of that method. If experiment 
proves a certain velocity to be constant under conditions which 
enable us to predict its variation; if experiment shows the 
motion of a light source to be without the expected effect on the 
velocity of propagation of the light-then our conception of the 
nature of reality must be adapted to fit the experimentally 
observed facts. The predictions were based on the belief that 
space and time provide an absolute reference system; the null 
results of the experiment require that the concept, and hence 
space and time, must vary because, under varying conditions the 
velocity of light remains constant. 
The supreme relation of the principle of relativity to meta­
physics is its negative attitude to the concept of absolute space 
and absolute time continua. The principle accepts the null 
result of the experiments as conclusive in regard to the non­
reality (in the physical sense) of such continua, and it refuses 
to recognise any necessity to construct ad hoc a hypothetical 
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space-time system. It claims to provide a formula which ex­
presses the identity of an event for two observers in different 
systems, who maintain it to be one and the same event, without 
the necessity of affirming an absolute order independent of their 
reference systems. 
This may seem paradoxical and, indeed, is in contradiction to 
our ordinary experience. Why? Because our experience consists 
in the observation of events we do not cause, events which we 
refer to as common to ourselves and others, and to which we, 
consciously or not, react throughout life. By quite natural 
reasoning, the identity of an event for two different observers 
has led to the implication of an absolute space-time order to 
which all observation differences could be reconciled. Thus we 
have the concept of an absolute space-time to which we suppose 
our own space-time systems are related. This apparently logical 
reasoning has long been disputed by metaphysicians whose 
arguments have, in the main, been discarded as logomachies. 
Experiment has now disproved it. The experimental facts called 
for the formulation of the new principle, but the facts in them­




I think that I shall never see again 
The breakers curling slow along the beach, 
While o'er these rocks the flung foam tries to reach 
Me in its bursts that pass like drifting rain: 
Never shall I feel the dying sun 
Warm on these smooth old rocks where now I lie, 
Or hear the gusty breezes passing by 
To stir the swaying trees when day is done: 
But I'll recall with feelings still of pain, 
How once together here we used to be, 
And being two alone we would rejoice. 
When breezes bring the echo of your voice 
The mem'ry of our love will come to me 
The thrill that I shall never know again. 
ALPHA. 
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And What of Kenneth Slessor ? 
There appeared recently a small volume entitled, "One 
Hundred Poems," by Kenneth Slessor. As a fellow Australian, 
as a contemporary, as an Australian poet, Slessor should inferest 
us, even if we are not prepared to accept, without qualification, 
Hugh McCrae's claim that "Poet of beauty and cruelty: he has. 
no compeer to-day." Such a statement made by one poet con­
cerning another is indeed arresting, and urges the reader to 
investigate the poetry and endeavour to discover grounds for the 
assertion. After such an investigation, I feel that I cannot accept 
McCrae's claim without some modification. The vagueness is 
misleading. Where has Slessor no compeer to-day? In Aus­
tralia? In contemporary English literature? In the whole of 
contemporary world literature? And is it just as a "poet of 
beauty and cruelty" that he is supreme? I would not go as far 
as McCrae in an estimation of his poetry. I have found much 
in his work that attracts me strongly, but I have also found 
much which holds no attraction, nay, rather, at times repels me. 
I do, however, consider Slessor an important figure in con­
temporary Australian literature. 
Slessor is modern-in outlook, in verse form, in vocabulary 
and phraseology, in atmosphere-in all things. There is present 
in his work a disregard for what remains to us to-day of con­
vention, a certain sense of delight in that disregard, perhaps 
even an attitude approaching bravado. Slessor not only dares. 
to be different, he delights in it, with the result that vocabulary 
and thought both appear at times freakish and baroque. What 
is beauty for most people is, if not complete ugliness, at least 
"non-Beauty" for him. In "Serenade," for example, he says­
"Thou moon, like a white Christus hanging 
At the sky's cross-roads, I'll court thee not. 
Moonlight's a viand sucked by the world's lovers, 
Captains and peasants, all that are young and have luck 
They take the moon. Nobody asked them to. 
Let the musicians lout to thee for favours. 
Personally, I have other things to do." 
In a similar perverse strain is "William Street" written. 
The refrain of this poem might be a defence of much of his work 
written in a tone which most people consider ugly and coarse. 
In the "William Street" refrain he says, with repetitive force and 
effect­
"You find it ugly, I find it lovely." 
For the majority of people, trousers in pawnshop-windows, 
"smells rich and rasping, smoke and fat and fish," and the other 
objects and sensations described, are, undoubtedly, not attractive 
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nor pleasant. We find them ugly, but Slessor finds them lovely, 
and we give him the benefit of the doubt. 
There is, in the poems, a constantly recurring metaphor 
which describes Time as a Tide, a River, a flow of water which 
·continually washes over the reeds and leaves them to face the 
next onrush: 
"Vilely, continuously, stupidly 
Time takes me, drills me, drives through bone and vein. 
So water bends the seaweeds in the sea, 
The tide goes over, but the weeds remain." 
The struggle with Time is fierce and intense and, alas, futile, so 
futile! In many places, Slessor shows that he is suffering from 
the modern disease known as frustration, but nowhere has he 
put his thought into words better than in the poem he signific­
antly calls "Gulliver." Time with all its petty and paltry cares 
and worries holds him emmeshed even as the myriads of fine 
threads held Gulliver prisoner in Lilliput. The poet cries for 
"Anything but this tyranny of sinews," complaining that he is 
"Tied up with stuff too cheap, and strings too many." 
The uselessness of endeavour, weariness of living, a sense of loss 
for all that time has washed away, are frequent, almost constant 
motifs. The poet, we feel, often wishes that "the long, unhappy 
dream would end." His satirical poem, "Mephistopheles Per­
verted," is a strong and fierce attack on men who have acted, 
are acting, and doubtless will act-an attack on the petty out­
look of many. 
On a few occasions, a few occasions only, Slessor interests 
himself directly in historical figures. These occasions, though 
few, are highly significant. He turns his hand to poems on 
Lawrence Sterne and Heine, and finds a kindred spirit in 
Rubens. Heine appeals to him probably because, as he says, the 
German poet stood apart from men and found that­
"Men crumbled, man lived on." 
"Men, men he could flog for ever, 
But man was still exempt." 
"Always the world remained" with its futile aims and senseless 
endeavours. Frustration and inexorable Time again! The 
interest shown by the poet in Sterne and Rubens is equally note­
worthy, for it shows his interest in the sensual, in life and in 
art. Slessor is sensual throughout. He is obsessed with beer, 
barmaids, and violated boudoirs. If one poem were to be 
selected as being most representative of his work as a whole the 
most appropriate choice would be "Sensuality," in which Feel­
ing in all its various forms is described with a sense of intense 
exultation. Now, Sterne is known to have been sensual in 
outlook and expression even to the point of indecency, so that 
even Dr. Johnson was offended by the indecent innuendo of 
"Tristram Shandy"; while a short note I once read on Rubens 
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might almost have been written by Slessor. It hailed Rubens 
as "the creator of the sumptuous and decorative baroque art," 
and noted that he "dedicated his art to the glorification of Nature 
in all its diversity. The human body in tempestuous movement 
-this was the favourite theme of the great Flemish painter. 
Bacchanalian scenes were evidently particularly beloved of the 
master. Rubens frequently returned to the subject and, in 
contrast to his habit of resorting to the collaboration of his 
pupils and assistants, he always painted those pictures with his 
<>wn hand." If I were asked to select a work from the sister 
art of Painting which most nearly caught the atmosphere of 
Slessor's poetry I should choose Rubens' "Bacchanalia" canvas. 
There is an element of escapism in Slessor, too, though it 
is not dominant. We cannot help feeling its presence, however, 
in a poem like "Marco Polo," where he says­
"And, tired of life's new-fashioned plan, 
I long to be barbarian." 
Slessor undoubtedly has a gift for words. He is very fond 
of hyphenated word combinations, as "forest-towered," "fire­
fish," "water-plants," "tortoise-rows," "gold-feathered," which 
all appear in the one stanza. Common, every-day subjects are 
described in common, every-day language, the "coffee cups," 
"cabinets of chinaware," "milky-blue tobacco-steam," and "pipes" 
reminding one of the loves of "The Great Lover" in Rupert 
Brooke's poem. Some of Slessor's phrases will endure, must 
endure for their very musical beauty and poetic intensity. 
«Golden, tattling leaves," "mileposts of eternity," "clods of aching 
thought," "rotting sunlight and the black, bruised flesh of 
thunderstorms," and suchlike phrases were undoubtedly kindled 
by the "spark from Heaven." His similes are, for the most part, 
novel and arresting-"White as air," "sweet as pineapple," "the 
Harbour is like plated stone"; Isabella grapes, "small, pointed, 
black like boughs of musket-shot." Commonplace similes are 
not frequent, but "pale as death" does creep in. His metaphors, 
too, are very good-witness "warm candles of beauty" (stars), 
"tunnels of nothingness," "the gilt lime of winter." There is a 
Popian note in the exaggerated and somewhat forced metaphor 
in "Adventure Bay." Slessor, like many others, has his "pet" 
images-Time described as a forceps, for example, while "candle­
shine" is a word which appears more than once. Slessor's 
vocabulary is wide and varied, though, at times, as we mentioned 
before, it tends to the grotesque and baroque. Words like 
"Alleicores," "mages," battue," "criniers" are, to say the least, 
uncommon. Verse forms and rhythms are both varied and 
pleasing. Free verse is used extensively, though not exclu­
sively. The appropriately galloping rhythm of "A Bushranger" 
is well handled, while the third of the "Five Visions of Captain 
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Cook" displays a very clever and capable handling of rhymed 
Iambic Tetrameter: 
((All through the night-time clock talked to clock, 
In the captain's cabin, tock-tock-tock. 
One ticked fast and one ticked slow, 
And Time went over them a hundred years ago." 
It is pleasing to note in this volume a concern for people 
and things Australian: Captain Cook, the Poetry of Hugh 
McCrae, the etchings of Norman Lindsay have each at least one 
poem dedicated to them. Many of the descriptions are of 
typically Australian things-for example, "Country Towns," with 
their "public houses of yellow wood," their "schooner beers,'' 
their "mulberry faces dozing deep," and so on. This Australian 
note in Slessor's work makes us fully conscious of the fact that 
he is "one of us." For that reason alone, he should interest and 
attract us. If we are once led to him, upon investigation we will 
find he has many charms and many points of interest. We may 
be fundamentally at variance with his outlook on life, the coarse­
ness evidenced in places may repel us on occasion, but we must, 
nevertheless, realise that his poetic gift is no mean one. Even 
though we would not consider him "without compeer,'' as McCrae 
does, we must, however, consider him "a Poet," in the widest 
and best sense of the word; and when we add to it, "Australiant 
the Poet takes on a special significance. 
MARGARET COLLINS. 
VigneHe 
Light this branch at the moon, 
And gild the air 
With it. In ritual 
U nloose your hair. 
I shall clutch by handfuls, 
Stars saffron-cold 
For powdering your dark head, 
Black -burnt-gold. 
Then bind your locks as mine. 
See, one by one 
The stars slip from the sky­




Take back the day. 
For scarlet flowers and lean grass in the wind 
Are tainted with this fear that carves a way 
Of night into the noon. My sorrow, grinned 
At, hears the long screams of the men, and runs 
In terror, hearing still the guns. 
And take the night, 
Now that the moon is bitter as a curd; 
For all the days don darkness in their spite. 
Here no wanting. Offered but the word, 
The plea for nullity; too dried to weep 
The heart begs time leave only sleep. 
THEA ASTLEY. 
Culture, 1945 
It's symbolistic, dear, that's what it is! 
You'd never guess at first, I know. But see, 
It's merely self-expression. What? My dear! 
Of course there's no repression these days. Art 
Is what the artist cares to give us. Look-
That eye behind the swan's wing on the right 
Is meant to represent a breadth of vision 
Such as all these great Bohemians have.... 
You wonder that the artist called it "Life"? 
Then note the hand that clasps a little dust 
(Of bone, no doubt.) It's clear that you must read; 
We've Freud and Nietzsche at our finger-tips, 
And all that sort of thing. 0 darling, stop 
Gaping at that Holbein! Here's the finest-
And that ghastly "Sunset on a Hill"­
Picasso right behind you, and Matisse. 




Oh, youthful God, have you then struck so soon 
Your painful-pleasant dart into my breast? 
Impetuous ever, have you answered now? 
Is this the passion you have used to turn 
Man against man to fight in deadly hate, 
To scatter death with autumn's playful hand 
As when she, gliding through the sleeping trees 
Tears their withered garlands to the ground, 
That she might cover all the earth with spoil? 
The power which raises buildings to the sky, 
From whence they seem to suck their forms divine­
For such it builds that man could never dream 
But that they sprang from heaven's mystic zone? 
Strange feelings great as this do I now know-
About me lie all pleasures rich and deep. 
Yes, love and love alone can give these dreams, 
And it now wraps me round in all its wonder, 
My heart is glowing with intensest fire, 
The knowledge of strange beauty fills my breast! 
Then flow through my soul, all you spirits of love. 
Oh, grant me the pleas that my heart ever breathes_ 
Emmesh me in your trances of delight 
And tear me from this world of mundane things­
For still it seeks to drag me to its depths. 
Give me your wings that I may from it fly 
And leave behind this world of hate and pain. 
Oh! draw me from all earthly influence 
That I may soar up to the heights of bliss­
Where masking bigotry is torn aside 
And love alone the ruling power lives-
There will I see the world that is to be, 
When war is banished for eternity, 
When man in body, mind and soul is free. 
Quicken his footsteps in the search for hope 
If ever fear should clasp him here below, 
Till he has placed his life upon that height, 
And sees the beauty in the darkest night, 
And knows the living consciousness of right. 
N.M.C-
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·On Making A Personal Library 
In 1938 our house, with all its treasures and valuable 
rubbish, was burnt. My library, such as it was, was burnt­
part of the rubbish no doubt, but none the less valuable. I was 
left without a book in the world, and almost without a desire 
for one. But as I grew older, I began to miss the books I had 
hardly ever realised I owned. As I forgot stories, I wished for 
some authority to which I could refer in order to refresh my 
memory. I wished for books. 
My governess gave me "Fairy Tales from Grimm." I read 
them in an afternoon. And I read them again, and again, until 
I knew each one by heart. The first space on my new shelf, 
which still smelt horribly of paint, was filled. Then "Mates at 
_Billabong" was given to me. It was on old, torn copy, with the 
last three pages missing, which had belonged to my mother. 
How well I remember crying every time I read the account of 
Bob's death, and skipping quickly over the page and a half 
-describing Cecil's intolerable cruelty to him. The old book 
rests peacefully on the shelf, next to the "Fairy Tales", and I 
never look at it without some happy memory of the hours we 
have spent together. 
One by one the places on the shelf have been gradually 
-filled, sometimes under great difficulties, more often by gifts. I 
.saved my pocket money for months to buy "My Life on the 
Australian Turf", by James Scobie, only to have it ruthlessly 
.-confiscated by my grandmother, who substituted a volume of 
Keats. I would not read it for some time, being rather hurt at 
losing my treasure, but having once ventured inside the cover, I 
-returned again and again. Keats awoke in me a new longing, a 
craving after something better and fuller than I had hitherto 
'known. My shelf was full of books about horses and travel, 
adventure and the bush. These in themselves were interesting, 
:and I liked them, but now they did not seem to be as satisfying 
as they had been. I set out to build my library, for what I had 
so far amassed, I realised, was only a collection of books. 
And what is in my library now? Not very much. But it 
-must endure beyond all time, or at least for as long as man in 
bis right mind endures. Long after my worthless volumes have 
crumbled to dust will the music of Tennyson and Shelley play 
on, and the wisdom of Shakespeare defy ordinary men. Some 
·of the authors whose books I possess may sink into oblivion; 
some will hardly become known; but the Poets must live, and 
-with them will live, for me, my library. 
Each book represents a distinct personality, the personality 
.of the man who lives inside. It is only right that Coleridge 
should have a red letter cover. He wrote so little, all of real value 
:that it must be preserved carefully. He was a man of such 
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genius that we cannot honour him too much. John Keats lives 
in a small green house, rather meagre and mean looking. Yes, 
he is the same Keats who showed me the other poets. He, too, 
wrote very little, but what a warmth of personality and feeling 
we find in his works! Byron, that immoral, hateful and aggres­
sive man who held England and still holds Europe in his grip! 
He may have been undesirable in many ways, but his poetry 
holds a distinct and different quality. It draws one irresistably 
towards the man himself. I wish I had known him. 
And what is this shy volume resting two or three inches 
behind the others? It is Shelley, of course. He is waiting for 
us to take him out, hoping that we will, and yet not asking 
boldly, for our attention. Last comes Shakespeare, holding the 
line of books erect by his impressive bulk. They all lean on 
him, quoting him, reading him, analysing him in much the same 
way as we endeavour to analyse them. If Shakespeare was the 
greatest of English writers, it is only right that he, and he alone, 
should hold the others in position. 
My library, you see, is very modest. I do not claim to 
have laid down my tools yet. Hardly the foundations of a 
library are laid, for to possess books is not to have a library. 
To appreciate and to understand is to own, whether the volumes 
belong to you or not. No one can ever steal the joy of English 
poetry from him who has really shared it with any of our great 
English writers. And the joy of building a library of beauty in 
our minds is a joy of discovery and power that true knowledge 
must bring. The books on our shelves are poor, poor reminders, 
dim echoes of what we have, within ourselves, of the better 
side of life, and of the true sense of beauty and humanity that 
-the poets have bequeathed to those who seek. Long, long after 
the last mortal is dead will the music of beauty and love, 
simplicity and charm, echo in another Chaos, waiting for the 
next world of men to seek, and to find it. It will be the only 
quality that outlives us. Perhaps it is the only quality worthy 




I have felt a touch from Someone's hand 
Not Love's caress with dewy lips apart 
That whisper sweetest music in the heart 
And bind the soul obedient to command; 
Nor Passion strong, with crimson appetite 
Gluttoning on the flesh, whetted by desire, 
A fitful gloom with sudden bursts of fire 
But fading fast like embers in the night. 
Then was it Hate that uninvited came 
With its torrential outbursts in my brain? 
Yet I was calm, no paranoic strain 
To free the lust and set the mind aflame. 
No! No! He came with Peace, a balm to soothe my strife 
For He was Death-he took me from this life. 
PETER ZAVATTARO. 
'To a City 
Through the pure quiet of the great still nights, 
your life breaks out-
your harsh reverberant songs 
the pulsing cadence of 
your tramping throngs, 
the opulent glitter of your myriad lights. 
My heart is lifted on your buoyant tides, 
thrilled by your cries of 
revelry and woe. 
The far hills call me­
but I do not go; 
the woods invite me-but your spell abides. 
So let me know your blessing and your ban, 
and find my soul 
reflected in your face. 
For the hidden secret of 
your passionate grace 
is but the magic of the heart of man. 
JUNE BRYANT. 
Pa;Je 2? 
I Live Under A Dark Sun 
(Dean Swift). 
I live under a dark sun 
In a world of blind fools, 
I strive to raise an edifice 
With worn and faulty tools. 
I live under a dark sun 
In the midst of little men; 
And the only person I ever loved 
I shall never see again. 
I live under a dark sun; 
My sword is harsh with rust, 
I fight for a prize that slips my grasp 
And a palm that turns to dust. 
I live under a dark sun 
With ever-haunting fears, 
My heart is grey with bitterness, 
My eyes are burnt with tears. 
I live under a dark sun; 
The dark will make me blind 
And the heat will burn away my life; 
Cursed be humankind, 
Who live under a blue sky, 
Who laugh and dance and play; 
They cannot feel the horror 
That gnaws my life away. 
In folly they shall all perish 
For wisdom have they none: 
But wisdom is little comfort 
Under my dark sun. 
BEVERLEY PATERSON. 
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History Personified 
The phrase "the study of history" often calls up memories. 
of cramming endless lists of dates, learning battles, their causes; 
and results for examinations. In our desperate moments, we 
must often wonder "Why history?" What does it matter, after 
all, in 1945 what happened in 1066? The students of Cambridge: 
University also wondered: 
"A lecture-room in the middle of spring, 
Is a God-forsaken and desolate thing; 
When winds are blowing on Madingley Hill, 
And waters are flowing at Trumpington Mill, 
For what can it matter at all, 
And what can it matter to me, 
That Caesar conquered Gaul, 
In 58 B.C.?" 
It is to be de'plored that the study of history is not more· 
encouraged in our secondary schools. In New South Wales, it . 
is the common practice to "drop" history from the curriculum 
so that a technical subject may be studied. A business man, 
defending this policy, asked, "What is the commercial value of· 
the study of history?" to which we patiently reply, "Must its 
raison d'etre rest on commercial value?" 
History is so va]uable that someone has said "Man without. 
man's past is meaningless"; that is, unless we of 1945 look back 
at the past we cannot find any meaning for the world as it is 
to-day. History shows us just how much everyone is dependent . 
on others. How important it is, then, that the study of history 
should be emphasised so that everyone could see his own age 
in its right perspective in the world's story; how necessary, if" 
we wish to improve the standard of the general culture. 
Study cannot be forced on people. If it is to be more 
generally adopted, it has to be made more interesting. One 
definition of history is given as "the record of the world's past"; 
but that is too prosy. Another one is "History is the sum total. 
of the world's personalities"; and that is admirable, because 
history is made up of the men and women who have lived for 
their allotted span on the earth and have made some contribu-­
tion, be it good or bad, to the life of the world. And here i! 
where history can be made interesting, if we look, not at the 
dates and the wars, but at the persons connected with them.. 
Boredom will vanish if we look at the peeple themselves, and': 
see their human side, rather than the formal picture which 
history is usually inclined to give us. Lord Macaulay expressed 
it neatly: "History should invest with the reality of human flesh·. 
and blood, beings whom we are too much inclined to consider as; 
personified qualities in an allegory; call up our ancestors before · 
us with all their peculiarities of language, manners and garb;~ 
Page 31 
;show us over their houses, seat us at their tables, rummage their 
·old-fashioned wardrobes, explain the use of their ponderous 
furniture." 
Hendrik Van Loon had the right idea when he wrote his 
"Lives" (published 1943). He and his uncle Frits invite the 
great men and women of state, philosophy, music and literature 
to the little town of Veere in Holland to dine with them. Their 
guests include Erasmus, George Washington, Shakespeare, 
. Descartes, Queen Elizabeth, Robespierre, St. Francis of Assisi, 
Mozart, Beethoven, Napoleon, Plato and many others. The hosts 
·invite guests who they feel will find pleasure in each other's 
company, and try to provide them with food, drink, and music 
to suit their several tastes. Interesting and entertaining even­
ings are the result. For example, Queen Elizabeth of England 
and the Empress Theodora of Byzantium are invited together. 
'The ladies retire after dinner, and back comes Elizabeth with the 
surprising statement, "You know, that child wears a pair of 
woollen panties! I would have given five counties in Ireland 
for such a pair when I was still living in that draughty old palace 
of mine." Erasmus is there, acting as interpreter for the 
-Empress who can only speak Greek, but when he has to explain 
to Elizabeth how the underwear was knitted, he gives up. "I 
thought I knew my Greek," he said, "but knitting and purling 
and drop-stitching are expressions that rarely occur in either the 
-classics or the writings of the Holy Fathers." Again, the 
doughty old queen has her first taste of cognac and coffee. 
·•·she took one sip of coffee, spat it out into the fire, and an­
nounced that she would not have used the stuff to wash her 
pigs in, but added that she would like to have just a wee bit 
more of that mild French wine we had just served her, but this 
time in a glass that was a glass and not a thimble." Apocryphal 
·perhaps, but human; and how close to the true facts when one 
reads in "Francis Drake," by A. E. W. Mason: "A great Queen? 
Maybe. But flighty, unreliable, weak. Deceitful, too, a trimmer. 
Luckily, two or three sound statesmen were at her elbow to 
cover up her wilfulness. God came to her rescue, or chance. 
'She hesitated when she should have been forthright. She 
procrastinated when she should have hastened. A baffling 
woman, now with the heart of a lion and clothing in panoply, 
·now shifting and timorous, a little animal bleating in a trap." 
One example will have to prove my case. However, we 
can take a pointer from our own day. In thirty years' time, 
children will be reading formal text-books on Mr. Winston 
..Churchill; but we know his human side, his idiosyncrasies and 
personal anecdotes, and we know him as a lovable man. A great 
man's personality is illustrated by many fascinating narratives, 
and if we look for them, it will lead us to read history with a 
refreshed outlook. Something else we know, too; in the wars 
-of history we read only of the leaders and the generals, the 
famous and notorious, and very little about anyone else. But 
'Page 32 
we know from our own experience the part which the ordinary­
people play in warfare and, in our reading of history, we should' 
be able to project ourselves into the places of the other ordinary­
people of the past and look at events from their angle. 
W. MacNeile Dixon wrote in his book, "The Human 
Situation": "Over the past, time has thrown a transfiguring veil. 
Its agitations are at an end.... The battles and revolutions, the· 
pains and pestilences, the frustrations and miseries, have lost 
their power to wound. . . . Only on the canvas of history the 
pictures of it remain, the eternal fascination of all that men 
have thought and desired, and suffered and done." In the· 
wider knowledge of that "eternal fascination" lies part of the 
fulfilment of the need for higher education. That wider know­
ledge can be achieved by creating a greater interest in "history­
personified". 
G. D. GRIFFITH, 
External Student. 
11Redfern Reminiscences11 
A host of dingy houses, 
Huddled, crouching, in a narrow street, 
Row upon row in drab monotony-
A sight to crush the soul, 
To make one shudder unaccountably 
And wish to flee; 
. 
But yet, unknown to those 
Who merely glimpse these homes 
And, sickened, turn away, 
There is beneath it all 
A glowing warmth, a hospitality, 




I gazed upon a picture in a book; 
Night hung upon the sea and on the shore, 
A bridge stretched out into the murmurous waves, 
A shaft of moonlight lit its ancient frame; 
And lo! against the light, five maidens danced, 
Nymphs of the sea and of the dim grey night. 
The air was filled with music of the waves, 
Wind voices lilted in a wondrous song,­
The wind was in their flowing draperies, 
'Their draperies of flame, and gold, and grey 
Mysterious as the night. Their graceful bodies 
Swayed to the low, slow lapping of the waves. 
The picture fades. I stand upon the sands­
'The silver sands, the firm moon-silvered sands; 
The music of the waves is in my ears; 
''The moonlight, from between grey clouds falling 
In a slanting stream, strikes deep into my soul. 
Five maidens dance upon the moonlit strand­
Five wraiths of gold, and misty grey, and flame! 
''The waves call to me, and the voices of winds, 
And the voice of the nymphs, musical as the sea: 
·"Come! come! dance with us, by the long grey waves, 
In spirit rapture in the witched night! Come!" 
I danced with them upon the sea-washed sands­
'The wave-wet, silver, shining, moonlit sands-
And my soul was a white-hot flame of tranced delight­
A dream, a gleam, a gleaming flame of gold-
I was akin to the sea, a tone of its voice, 
A breadth of the wind in which I swayed and spun 
.And spun and swayed in mad, wild ecstasy, 
In passionate, exquisite harmony with the night. 
Four walls bound me and within my hand 
I hold a picture painted in a book­
~But I have known ecstasy on a moonlit shore. 
NELLY WILLARD-TURTON. 
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Fascism-What it Means 
To the patient reader of the daily newspaper there comes a 
time when he must sit back, take off his reading-spectacles, and 
make mental revaluations of terms which he finds recurring in 
varying contexts. Of all these, none demands definition more 
urgently than the word "Fascism." T'O some it means the 
weighted club, Belsen, the whiplash; to others it means 
militarism, to others still hero-worship. Some regard it as the 
latest manifestation of capitalism, others as a product of Leftist 
thought. But Mussolini, its progenitor, realised that it was 
some thing far deeper than any of these when he called it "an 
attitude of mind." 
What is this "attitude of mind" which swept over Europe 
and beyond Europe in the twenty years following the Treaty of 
Versailles? Briefly, it is this: a man with the ability to lead 
becomes convinced that his ideas can mean the salvation of his 
country. He gathers about him others who think as he does; 
a "party" is formed, blind in adoration for their ideal, which is 
frequently personified in their leader. But the party does not 
become Fascist until it determines that its doctrines are too 
vital for the welfare of the nation to be forced to wait upon 
popular approval. "The people do not know what is best for 
them-we do" is the recurring theme of the Fascist. It is his 
badge of office. Power must be seized, sometimes as in Germany 
by gaining a large majority vote and by using violence to 
achieve a majority, or as in Italy by a bold show of force which 
overawes opposition, or as in Russia by the swift destruction of 
the classes which oppose the movement, or as in Spain by a 
long civil war. By any of these means, and by many others, 
absolute power is won: whereupon the remaning opposition is 
suppressed, and the party proceeds to implement its ideals unless, 
as often happens, these ideals have been lost in the struggle for 
mastery. 
Those who regard Fascism as evil must be clear in their 
minds concerning the causes inducing men and associations of 
men to become Fascist. First among these causes we may place 
a sense of weakness, a "minority complex," which makes men 
feel they can never hope for a majority vote in any election. 
"Among the masses of people," admitted Lenin, "w"e (the Com­
munists) are but drops in the ocean." "Fascism," claimed Musso­
lini, "denies that the majority, by the simple fact that it is a 
majority, can direct human society." Underlying this principle 
is the conception that "the masses" never will be fit for making 
decisions. This duty must be left in the hands of those specially 
endowed to carry out the task of administration. "The masses 
are fools, and never will be much better," declares the Fascist; 
they must be imposed upon. "There are those," said Mussolini, 
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"who have to be crushed by truth before they can understand 
it." This "truth" may be of any shade of political thought. 
Fascism may aim at bolstering up the existing economic system 
or, as in Russia, at introducing a new one. Only one element is 
essential-no Fascist party can exist without violent opposition, 
real or imagined. To Nazism is was the Jew. 
Next among causes leading to Fascism is the purely 
academic. It resembles the first, but is detached and almost 
Olympian in its contempt for the masses. In academic and pro­
fessional discussions it is heard daily that "we must not count 
heads, but what's in them." Once again the masses are nothing 
better than fools, but this time an intellectual aristocracy is im­
plied which will govern on academic and strictly rational lines. 
This, of course, is simply a variation of the "minority complex." 
The third and often the most important reason why men 
choose Fascism is their desire for a "strong" government which, 
by acting according to a bold and consistent policy, exalts itself 
as an object of respect and even of adoration. "The foundation 
of Fascism is its conception of the State ... as an absolute," 
said Mussolini. "Democracies are like sand, like shifting sand. 
Our state political ideal is a rock-granite peak." Fascism here 
is a substitute for religion. To the ardent Nazi, Hitler is 
greater than Jesus Christ. Stalin in the Russian press is 
"Great," "Inspirer," "Genius," "Our Best of Best," "Our Guiding 
Star." To the Fascist what need is there of a prophet twenty 
centuries old when he feels he has a greater in his own country 
and in his own time? 
Modern Fascism is primarily an unselfish cause. There are 
those who find seats on the waggon purely for personal gain, 
and undoubtedly the leaders themselves are urged on partly by 
a desire for power and prominence. But the party object is 
invariably to free the nation from class oppression, from moral 
degradation, from national humiliation, or from some similar 
evil, and it would be fantastic to suppose that Hitler worked 
and planned for a political life-time not for the purification and 
exaltation of the German people, as he claimed, but merely to 
provide himself and his associates with highly-paid positions. 
His private life during his twelve years of rule gives the lie 
to this. 
Fascism is a political disease, most Australians are agreed, 
because under its rule unpoplar ideas are imposed upon the 
masses without 'their approval. The disease is moreover highly 
infectious; in thirty years it spread to Germany, Italy, Austria, 
Spain, Russia (to name only the leading victims), and it found a 
foothold in France and England. And what of Australia? Are 
there here minority groups striving to gain unconstitutional 
power, academicians who deny the "one man one vote" prin­
ciple, or any who agitate for strong rule to "make the miners 
and other disruptive elements toe the line"? That is for you 
to judge. GEORGE WATSON. 
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'This is What They Say 
"These things are far too sure that thou should'st dream 
Thereof, lest they appear as things that seem." 
-Francis Thompson. 
What is a Christian? For the ordinary person to-day, he 
could be anything from the pious saint, praying eloquently in 
the flames of martyrdom, to the spectacled cleric of the magazine 
cartoon. But if I were to meet one to-morrow, what would he 
be like? Let us seek an answer to this question, not from 
current opinion, but from the words of Christians themselves. 
To think of our Christian as a lion-fighter in the arena, or 
as an angel-minus-wings, is to imagine someone we will never 
meet. The Christian who lives down our street is not like that. 
You may find it very easy to justify unbelief by thinking of a 
dozen professed believers who are "just ordinary people". It 
would, perhaps, repay us to consider a few of the things that 
thoughtful Christians have said, because many to-day seem to 
be vigorously advocating the Christian religion (or "way of 
life", to use a disguising phrase); but their propositions do not 
correspond to the things that Christ taught, and their beliefs 
differ widely from those of most Christians through the ages. 
Some speak as if Christianty had not yet come into its own! 
The vagueness of popular non-Christian notions on this topic is 
even more amazing. The non-Christian is usually looking for 
the wrong thing (e.g., an angel-minus-wings). In every street­
corner argument you hear someone complaining, "Christianity 
has failed", when what he means is, "It hasn't done what I think 
it ought to have done." 
It is quite fashionable these days to think of Christianity as 
one religion among many. It contains the best moral teacher, 
and if we only took him seriously, a better social order would 
appear, and war would fade into the past. ("The Kingdom of 
God" makes a far more stylish slogan than "The Classless 
Society"!) This is, of course, very true; but it is one of the 
lesser aspects of Christianity, and it has no practical importance 
at all. The "if" at the beginning of the process is too large. 
And there is no need to choose Christ. If we want good advice, 
Plato, Confucius, even George Bernard Shaw have given us 
plenty. In fact, it might be better to listen to them; Christ says 
a lot of hard things. There is no point in saying, "Christianity 
is the best thing that has come out so far". Let's learn the easy 
lessons first. If it is true that 
"The cycles of Heav·en in twenty centuries 
Bring us farther from God and nearer to the dust", 
it may not prove that Christianity has failed, but only that yve 
have chosen the wrong line of investigation. 
In all the variance there is one point of agreement, if Chris­
-tianity is not practical it ought to be scrapped. And it is a 
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worthy point. Apparently the word "practical" means that. 
something ought to happen as a result of it. What is the good 
of having a Bible and Prayer Book to read if nothing else 
happens? Of course, what happens and what we expect to 
happen may be two entirely different things. What is intended 
to happen may not be what we would like to happen-in fact, it 
hardly ever is. "Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have 
entered into the heart of man, the things which God hath pre- ­
pared." 
Much energy has been wasted at this point by groundless 
controversy. Let us avoid argument and simply try to appre­
ciate what Christians have said. It is wrong to regard the 
experience of the Christian writers as some unique characteristic 
similar to their poetic gifts. They do not stand alone, but speak 
for all. They were able to express clearly the thoughts of those 
for whom God was not just a concept for philosophers to chatter 
about, but the One who was their very Life. God has hammered 
Himself into their souls on the hard anvil of living. They have 
a right to speak. 
And what do they say? They simply affirm that to be a _ 
Christian is to know God. This is the way Jesus defined "life 
eternal". George Macdonald said that "All misery is God un­
known". Now while everybody has heard of God, and there are 
not many who deny his existence, Christians claim to know God 
in a very special way. We cannot hope to understand a Chris­
tian apart from his God; and it is here, in the nature of God, that 
we find the unique features of this religion. Every religion has 
its God (or gods, even goddesses), but He is often the sort of · 
being that you or I could think up if we had enough imagination 
or the appropriate neurosis. But Christians believe in an un­
imaginable God. Though they have never understood it, they 
have always accepted the Athanasian Creed that there are Three 
Persons in the Unity of the God-head. Rationalists delight in 
pointing out the logical contradictions in Christian doctrine. 
They are right. This doctrine is not at home in the world of 
thought because it was not born there. We can visualise Mars 
and Venus and all their friends, because they WERE thought 
out. We cannot visualise the Christians' God because He has 
not been thought out, but rather experienced. The doctrine of · 
the Trinity is above all others the embodiment of revelation. 
John Donne's invocation in his "Divine Poems" 
"0 Blessed glorious Trinity, 
Bon.es to Philosophy, but milke to faith, 
Which, as wise serpents, diversely 
Most slipperinesse, yet most entanglings hath," 
shows that while the Triune God may elude the mind, he does · 
possess the soul. To the Christian the final proof is not · 
academic, but existential. When he attempts to describe the · 
God he knows, he is sure to encounter many logical quirks, but 
they do not invalidate his knowledge. Indeed, one recent con- ­
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vert to Christ said, "I am more than suspicious of a completely 
rational and consistent doctrine of the God-head". 
Christians have always seen in the fact that there are 
Personalities in the Deity, a sound basis for ascribing to human 
personality the sacredness in which most of us believe. But that. 
is not all. Only in the light of this doctrine did they see the 
inner significance of human society. For God is a Society of 
Three Persons, Three Persons existing in complete harmony,. 
and entire unity, forming the perfect Society. God is the only 
true Society, and Christians have always seen human society 
in the light of that Society, and men and women as potential 
members of it. (It cannot be too strongly pointed out that this 
is a very poor and inadequate conception of God. It barely 
touches His glory. It is dangerous in that it does not express. 
the fact that God is One in a more fundamental way than 
society can be united. It is fatal to think of God as three 
separate individuals.) 
The aim of Christianity, then, is to create a perfect society, 
called the Kingdom of God. This society is made after the 
pattern of the God-head. It is a unity giving perfect expression 
to the persons constituting it. Christians affirm that only in the 
Kingdom of God do we attain true personality, 
"A something with thee, I am nothing from thee; 
Because I am not save as I am in thee." 
Christians have always understod this in the light of the 
teaching that "God is Love". Love describes the eternal re­
lationshoip between the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, and also 
explains God's concern for human folk. He wants us to love 
both Himself and our neighbour with that same intense love. In 
Christianity man's need is supplied, God gives him that love. 
The ideal does not worry us, but men as they are, do. For 
in them two irreconcilable opposites war for supremacy. The 
race is a unity, or should be. And we are individuals, or try to 
be. The individual, striving to assert, or even struggling to 
retain his individuality, becomes the enemy of society, and 
destroys the unity of the race. Efforts to secure the unity of 
society (or State) override the right of the ordinary person to 
be a person, and he either loses that right, or gains it at the 
expense of others, again disrupting society. These two ten­
dencies in their extreme forms are Individualism and Totali-· 
tarianism. All the affairs of men are a swaying struggle be­
tween the two; contemporary events afford a thousand illustra­
tions. And it does not matter which prevails, tragedy inevitably 
follows. "And this terrible disintegration of life rises out of 
the most wonderful, mysterious, beautiful and profound relation 
in humanity! Its roots go down into the very deeps of God."' 
For each of these human tendencies is an illegitimate expression 
of what is necessary in man. Only in God is the struggle re­
solved. Yet the Kingdom of God does not seek to reconcile the 
two trends. It does not represent them in stable equilibrium. 
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It does not make a compromise between them, but expresses 
each in its very highest form. In God's Kingdom "there shall 
be one fold", "that they may be perfect in one"; but to the in­
dividual Christian God will give "a white stone, and in the stone 
a new name written, which no man knoweth saving he that 
receiveth it". Here is the 'I'otalitarian State in which every 
member MUST be a super-individualist! Illogical? Yes, but 
still quite true. It may not be comprehended at present, like 
the God on which it is founded. It can only be comprehended 
after it has been realised in experience. 
It follows, then, that no man can take his place in this 
Kingdom until his inner contradictions are removed, and he be­
comes literally like God. The aim of Christianity is to do this, 
to make individuals like Christ so that together they may 
express the very nature and unity of the Trinity. We may not 
have expected anything quite so fantastic as this; but it is what 
is intended, not what we expected, that counts. 
Now let us consider a few things that Christians have said 
about the way this happens. They find the origin in history 
in the life of Jesus Christ. 
"For supreme Spirit 8)ubject was to clay, 
And Law from its own se1·vants learned a law, 
And Light besought a lamp unto its way, 
And Awe was reined in awe, 
At one small house of Nazareth; 
And Golgotha 
Saw Breath to breathlessness resign its breath, 
And Life do homage for its cTown to death." 
God became a man, that by fully experiencing manhood, 
and becoming like us, we might become like Him. "Christ-God 
is the Country whither we go; Christ-Man is the Way whereby 
we go." The cause of man's futility is his misdirected will. 
It causes his ti·agic self-destruction. Christians have always 
seen in this abundant display of unlikeness to God the result, 
not of mere failure , but of actual rebellion against the Creator. 
. A reconciliation is effected when the rebel surrenders, but 
punishment, even death, must be meted out to fulfil the moral 
requirements of God. The Christian knows that this surrender 
has already been made, and this death already died for him, by 
Christ, whom Milton represents as saying: 
"Behold me then, me foT him, life foT life 
I offer, on me let thine anger fall; 
Account me man; I for his sake will leave 
Thy bosom, and this gl;ory next to thee 
Freely put off, and for him lastly die 
Well pleas'd, on me let Death wreck all his rage." 
Christians have found that the incapacity of their wills was 
overcome by receiving the will of Christ as their own, by, in 
effect, living his life. 
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"Thy merit 
Imputed shall absolve them who renounce 
Their own both righteous and unrighteous deeds, 
And live in thee transplanted, and from thee 
Receive new life." 
Here we meet the paradox of the Christian's experience~ 
Only when he surrenders his will to Christ's does it become· 
truly his own. "He that loseth his life shall find it." John 
Donne does not pray alone, 
"Take me to you, imprison me, for I 
Except you enthrall me never shall be free, 
Nor ever chaste, except you ravish me." 
It seems that all the choices we have to make in the small · 
things of life, are but hints of our power to make this supreme 
choice, 
"Our wiLls are ours, we know not how; 
Our wiLls are ours, to make them thine." 
And this renewal does not apply only to the will and the 
actions, but to the whole personality. When a Christian re­
nounces a self-centred individualism, he is beginning to attain 
true personality. God says, "I shall restore thee to thyself, 
when I shall have restored thee unto Me". Man as he is, is not. 
himself. He has "Somewhat to cast off, somewhat to become." 
"Thou only seest in me, so stripped and bare, 
The lyric secret waiting to be born." 
God sets out to remove the natural imperfections of human 
nature, and the true humanity appears. Augustine, speaking­
of Christ as the Word of God, says: 
"The price for procuring the Word, is the procurer himself, 
who will have given himself for himself to this Word. The­
Word of God then is set forth before all men: let them who 
can procure It . . . Whoso will procure It, let him give himself. 
'Dhis is, as it were, the price of the Word, if so in any way it 
may be said, when he that giveth doth not lose himself, and 
gaineth the Word for Which he giveth himself, and gaineth him­
self too in the Word to Whom he giveth himself. And what 
giveth he to the Word? Not ought that is any other's than His, 
for Whom he giveth himself; but what by the Same Word was· 
made, that is given back to him to be remade." 
So then a Christian is one who has given himself back to 
his Creator to be re-created. Here we see the naturalness of 
Christianity. We see it as a facing of the fact that man is only· 
a creature, and as a fulfilment of the relations that should exist 
between creature and Creator. That means knowledge of Him, 
love for Him, dependence on Him, resemblance to Him. 
These are a few things that Christians say. They say them 
confidently yet cautiously, lest they be thought to limit God to· 
their mean experience of Him, or even to their faltering descrip­
tion of that experience. But at least we can join with them in 
Francis Thompson's prayer: 
Page 41' 
"God! if notJ yet the royal siege 
Of Thee, my terrible sweet Liege, 
Hath shook my soul to fall; 
If, 'gainst Thy great investment, still 
Some broken bands of rebel Will 
Do man the desperate wall; 
"Yet, yet, Thy graciousness! I tread, 
All quick, through tribes of moving dead­
Whose life's a sepulchre 
Sealed with the dull stone of a heart 
No angel can roll round. I start, 
Thy secrets lie so bare!" 
F. I. ANDERSEN. 
The Mosquito 
Thou vile and fiendish creature 
Upon each human feature 
Thou leav'st many a trace. 
A constant song thou singeth, 
But no delight it bringeth 
Thou beastie low and base! 
With weapon sharp thou fightest 
And evilly delightest 
To bring both rage and pain. 
From Hell's own courts thou cometh, 
Maliciously thou hummeth 
Monotonous refrain. 
Thro' air thy course thou wendth 
Then swiftly thou descendeth 
Upon the human skin. 
And though the victim waileth 
And curseth loud and raileth 
Thy sting thou shoot'st within. 
And when thy frame is mangled 
And some fair flesh is spangled 
With thy hideous remains, 
He celebrates the action 
With joyful satisfaction 
And thy gory death disdains. 
E. C. SMITH. 
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Dreams 
Here shall I sit upon this windswept hill, 
Recapture for a little while the dreams 
I wove long since, a gallant tapestry 
Wherein, like thread of gold, youth's fancy gleams. 
All my to-morrows lay unseen before me­
To-morrows endless as Eternity; 
I would reach up and catch the distant stars 
And sail the moon through night's uncharted sea. 
I would chase ever-fading rainbows 
In search of legendary, hidden gold-
All this and more I dreamed, nor would believe 
How brief was youth-to-morrow I'd be old. 
And you were with me always. In your eyes 
I saw such dreams as .mine live and grow bright. 
Together we would break our mortal bars 
And soar like untamed birds in joyous flight. 
Togther we would sail far, nameless seas, 
And visit lands from childhood story known-
And thus we lived and laughed, and knew no sorrow 
In that unpeopled world which was our own. 
Now that past and this sane present mingle, 
And dull the pictures in my tapestry; 
And I am glad we dreamed those dreams together 
When we knew not what life would some day show. 
And shall we some day reach those distant stars? 
And some day tread those dreamed of, magic ways? 
And shall we dream still through our few to-morrows, 
Together yet, as in our yesterdays? 
Now, as I sit upon this windy hill, 
Sad autumn's yellowed leaves, like straying gleams 
Of sunlight, fall around me-drift-are gone-
As in my autumn, drift my faded dreams. 
MARIE HORN. 
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The aboriginal word, "Galmahra,'7 
means 
"spokesman of a tribe." 

